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the verge of betraying a grave secret, she pulled him down upon
the one of the two sofas furthest from the spot where the others
were standing.
"Yes, find out something definite about him!" she concluded
in a burst of nervous confidence.
"Yes, I see; definite, very definite," murmured No-man
absent-mindedly. He responded with this lack of interest be-
cause at that moment he became aware that Wizzie was now
standing by Thuella's side and that the tall girl's arm was
round her waist.
"But they told me," Nancy went on, speaking very low and
with a grave impressiveness, "that he was an adopted child.
They said the story was that old Mr. Quirm had taken him from
a Welsh tramp and given him his name; but they looked re-
pulsively malignant, at least one old man did, when they told
me this, as if they knew better; but I don't know what they
were hinting at. It had	"
A prolonged wail of the wind in the chimney interrupted her,
and once more No-man was conscious of that queer sound in
the air above the Glymes roof.
"Damn this place!" he thought. "I wish to the devil Wizz
and I were snug in bed under our picture of water-lilies!" No
one but himself, however, seemed to be worried by the eerie
rattlings and creakings that followed each other now over all
parts of the building.
But as Wizz's figure swayed a little under the tall girl's em-
brace our friend was able to get the first steady look he had had
that night at Uryen himself. "What a face the fellow has!" he
thought. "And what's happened to him? His eyes look differ-
ent." In fact from what he could see of Mr. Quirm's eyes, as
they concentrated themselves with an almost unholy intensity
on what the man was about, they no longer had that completely
dead look which had struck him so forcibly when they first met.
It was not that they had come entirely to life, but, whether
as a result of the lamplight, or from his interest in what he was
doing, they did show—at least so No-man fancied—a more
human expression than on that afternoon in November. Yes!
there was some subtle change in the fellow's look; but what a
curious individual the chap was, and how suited to this damned
Glymes!
No-man leaned towards his companion and spoke in a whis-

